Every good poet argues, reflects and teaches
Sings, analyses, jokes, domineers and teases
Consoles  warns, cautions and bewails
Hectors, blusters, bulleys and rails.
1 don't think there i s poetry in any single    " One"
It's in conflicting emotions, in a word, "friction"
A spark comes, out when a flint strikes another one
With an equal and opposite force and volition*
The poem of a great poet is milk raw and pure
That need be   boiled,  curdled and churned to get the
butter
He who is lazy with imagination poor
Wilt have to go without the very vital matter.
No poet however great is totally original
To contend so is simply irascible and irrational
The inUuence of our tore runners isas enveloping as
the air and light
All are nothing but a part and parcel of all   that they
inhale and sight.
As ^aul valery puts it "Poetry is dance"
we a!i know the dancer need not walk a distance
Poetry unawares mostly appeals while pleasing
It has nothing to do, as prose does, with reasoning.
Some of the sons, husbands, friends, may be mere
tramps
But they queerly are great souls and leave their
indelible stamps
Might be, they are too high to be tied down by meaner
cares
Their utterances lift us to higher levels all unawares.
1.  French poet and critic.
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